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RELEASE OF PRISONERS

Terrible Scenes of Suffering During the
Last Days.

—_—

MANY DEATHS FROM COLD

-

How the Sight of the Flag Af-
fected the Boys.

SOME WERE DEMENTED.

The Bravest Gave Way and

Cried Like Children.

Al

BY CAPT. FRANK E MORAN, 00, H, 73D K. ¥,
13380 DICKAINSON ET., P}{!I..&M‘-.‘LPHIA. PA.

HE fortunes of m_vl
life had made mea |
participant in str-
ring events and n‘
witness of thrilling
Born within

|
BCenes,
a few miles of Niag-
ara Falis, I had often |
in early youth stood |
on theclifl and looked
into the river beneath:
as it bounded away
in braiding billows |
of foam through the
rock-bound gorge to
Ontario. I had lis-
tened in awe to the decp thunder of the
cataract and gazed in dumb wonder upon
the msjestic pictare framed 1n the splendor
of a ramiubow,

I bad seem a beautiful city in flames, and
mothers with their children weeping amid
vanished homes and had seen
from the deck of an

the ruins of
the ooran in its wrath
irsperiled ship.

As 8 soidier T had witnessed victory and
defeat in the campaigns of McClellan, Pope,
Burvside, and Hooker; and had seen an
army corps surprised, and in the full tide of
rout mud panic, amid bursting shell and
showering bullets, before the cheeting and
charging lines of Stopewall Jackson a few
boars before he fell in front of my regi-
meut &t Chaocellorsville,

Ag 8 wounded prisoner st Gettyshurg, I
gtood bebind Pickett when his division
melted away in my sight in the consuming
blaze from Hancock's lime, and saw Cemetery.y
Eidge fringed with the waving banners of
the cheering Uunion victors. .

I marched as a captive with Lee's retreat-
ing train threugh ghe mountain pass at mid.
pight Leside the wagous Llled with shriek-
ing wounded, amid a fierce storm and
erashiing thupder, when the vivid lightoing |
pevesled ouly to the struggling men and |
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bessin the narrow and perilous Yoad that
overliongz (he deep mountain gorge; while
the wind bowled through the bending pines
Yike Jost souls and bosts of pursuing de- |
oGne

But nope of these scenes, vividly as I re-
eill thew, ever thrilled snd touchied me
with such depth and power as did the
reicase of the Union prisoners, in which 1
participated and wilnesssd, in 8 North
Carolina meadow, on the 1st day of March,
J =435,

Fortupe and famwe woold bave rewarded
the arst who could have painted that
picture, or the pen that could fiitingly de-
grribe it

The days of the Confederacy were num-
bered, snd & general exchizuge of priconers
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strength bave walked to the Federal lines,
if every sentinel had been withdrawn,

The guards began 1o let the captives ap-
proach their paths, and even to pass beyond
them #o get purer water, and began to hand
them tobacco and bread from their haver-
sacks, like real battlefield soldiers. The
Augel of Peace had whispered to friend
and foe. The “dead-line” had vanished
forever!

In the last few days of February the pris-
oners of Andersonville, Florence, SBalishury
and Millen broke eamp, and boarding freight-
trains and open platform-cars, usually a hun-
dred to a car, started towards Goldsboro and
Raleigh,

The Union officers who had arrived a few
days before at Charlotte, from the pris-
ons at Columbia, where they had spent the
Winter, were also put on board freight-trains
and started North.

Opinion was about equally divided be-
tween them, as to whether this was to be a
Journey to liberty or to another prison,

The assurances of the Confederate com-
mandant that they were really on their way
1o be exchanged was by many, whose hearts
were sick from deferred hope, intepreted as

| & ruse to prevent nttempls at escape while in

transit to other prisons,

But the unusnal civility of the Confeder-
ates toward us, and the lax manner in which
the train seemed to be gnarded, sent “ ex-
change stock ” higher than it had tonched for
a year; and although none dared to acknowl-
edge their hopes, it was impossible to con-
ceal the deep excitement which

EVERY BRIGHTENING EYE
betrayed, and which was consuming every
heart.

At Goldshoro the train on which I was
with 1,400 Union officers halted for a few
bours, and here at daylight several long
trains of platform-cars arrived at the depot
packed with onr poor fellows, from Salis-
bury, Florence and other points. The night
had been keen and frosty, and it was impos-
gible to tell whether the shivering and
almost-naked speeters were white men or
negroes,

Our gnards permitted us to approach
them, and we scanved their wild faces in
search of acquaintances. My brother was
among them, and I repeatedly passed the
platform-car on which he was without rec-
ognition, as I discovered next day.

They conld hardly answer our gquestions
intelligently, or articulate more than to
piteously appeal to us for a piece of corn-
bread or a bone, or anything ; or to let them
warm fhiemselves a bit at some fires we had
built outside the depot.

The officers promptly made way and
ranged the sufferers around the fires, gave
them bits of their own rags, and gathered
fragwents of bread, which they craved, but
could not wasticate, with their swollen gums
and their teeth loosened by scurvy. A very
few bad hats or shoes. Some kind women
and men of the town bronght milk, and we
fed the weakest with spoons. Many had
died doring the eold night's ride, and I and
others took the dead from among the dying
on the open gravel-cars,

A homane Confederate officer, to whom 1
applied, gave me permission, with a few
cowrades, to carry a number of the dying to
the boiler-room of an old saw-mill, some
distance ontside the guard’s line, simply on
our promise to return.

The proprietor of the mill, a kind-hearted
man, readily allowed us to arrange the poor
fellows in ensy positions before the cheery
fires, with bitgge! blankets, old clothes and
some straw under them. Those who could
not speak expressed their gratitude in smiles
and looks of pathetic and mute eloguence.
We pressed their bands and then left them
—and forever!

Next worning (March 1) the long trains
started toward Wilmington. I was with
the officers in the advance train, and while
I live I shall remember the strange, oppress-
iwgerilence of the men as the train approach-
ed the Union outposts, a large white flag
floating over the locomotive, There were
several stops for water and for other pur-
poses, and during these delays the faces of
the men was an interesting study of speech-
less and keen agony, for the stop of a few
minutes only

BEOUGHT COLD PERSPIRATION

to their forcheads and put pain in every
and once, when the locomotive
backed the train for & distance, a clond of
desprir sﬂllgl over them like a pall, and a
silent but fervent prayer trembled upon the
lip of every mute sufferer. Conversation
was affected at times, hut it was a dismal
failure. One hope and thought possessed
their souls, and thatl none dared 1o utter,

was decided ppon. But hope seemed 1o bave
@ied oot in the hearts of the Union captives '
#o utterly that Little credenee was given to |
the s uravors of the Confoderates that
THEIR JIBERATION WAS AT HAND,

poiwithstanding the fact that a marked
elionge lu the demeanor of the gusrds and
their officers was manifest during the Just
fortnizht of Feliroary.

Yei,suid all this saffering and despair,
there wax no faltening in their love fur the
Union nor a whisper of dimipished faith in
fts uitimate trivsph.

o
Unconquerable love
of conntry and faith amid vespeakable suf:
eringe was the crowning glory of the Union
l,‘l".:--n vy

Those who bad their bopes awakened by
exterual signe about thems gave them uo
torgue, ot jeaionsly secreted them ae if
pooensell by some euperstitions fear that
epeech moght bunish the blessing for which
thoir sonls were wildly thirsting aud which
they felt by some undefivable instinet was
boverin: near,

They woved sbout Jike mute specters
Kmong cacs other; a spurk of pity seemed
Bl last o bave cotered the bearte of their
Jaders. '

The guards relaxed their vigilanee and
eonveoned with freedom and sume approach
0 Lbumunity with the poor, defenseless erea-
tores. There was now, indeed, little need
of guards, for mot more than a Corporal’s

The day wore on upon Jeaden wings, and
the train seemed 1o be creeping like a snail.
At last it rounded « curve in the woods and
entered a brood meadow, which was bor-
dered on ils eastern edge by a tall pine
forest, Oa entering this opening the loco-
motive slackened speed, snuffed like a borse
scenting a hidden danger, sent ap a shrill
whistle, aud stopped !

A prissuer in our erowded freight-car,
with wild eyes and a fuce that revesled his
ugitation, rose, trembling, to his bLare and
bruised feet, and tottering to the door,
clutched its side and looked ot ahead.
Every eye was on hi, as he beld his throat
with the other band, and bounding into the
air, as I have seen men do in battle when
struck with a bLullet, he screamed three
words that eleclrified every heart and
brought the weakest to their feet: * There
itisl”

We erowded to the door, the sentinels
gave way, and we leaped (o the ground ina
tangled heap,  Yes, thank God, there it was
—the Stars and Biripes!

Oue plercing scream of joy went up from
the fumished multitode as the men bounded
and fell ont of the doorways of the cars,
and tears streamed down every stained and
worn face as the beloved bunner of the
Union, so 'gug hiddeu from them, floated in

full bezuty aud majesty from the top of a
tall pine.

guard of them had sufficient physical

Another minute and a quick, eager eye

A s

“TO CARE FOR HIM WHO HAS BORNE THE BATTLE AND FOR HIS WIDOW AND ORPHANS,"
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VeTERAN: Look here, Uncle Sam, I've waited patiently for 25 years, whilo that fellow has been stuffing himself with the fat of
the land. Isn't it sbout time that I had & seat at the Nation’s table?

caught another sight, and again a wild
shout rang over the meadow.

“THERE THEY Angp!”
Yes, thank God! Ont from the tall pines
a troop of men, wearing the Joyal blae, cane
at a quick-step, their bayonets flashing, and
an officer leading them toward us!

Bome of our poor fellows, demented by
their long trinls, not understanding what it
all meant, bhut with the old instinet of escape
upon them, took advantage, in the cunning of
insanity, of the negligenee of the sentinels—
who now paid no attention to goud duty—
and hid in ditches or crept under the cars,
and ran as fust as their bare and braised feet
would bear them in the direction of their
old prisons. The strongest of the prisoners
chased and brought them back without
assistance from the guuards, who wers now
mingling with the captivesand bidding them
a kindly good-hy.

Other_ traing followed, and soon a count-
less multitude of blackened, hatless and
barefooted skeletons in rags and with wild
eyes swarmed ont of the cam, the strongest
carrying those who ocould not walk, All
were ordered to stand and await the pre-
liminaries in progress. The guavds left us,
and, led by their commanding officer, started
to meet the Union detachment approaching
in the meadow,

They met, halted, and facing each other,
presented arms in military courtesy, and
came to an “order arms,” leaving a lane 15
feet wide between them., The opposing
coramanders shook hands, conversed aside a
few minutes, and drew pencils and books
from their pockets, The eager captives were
eyei.ng these ceremonies in a fever of ex-
ciiement. The Confederate officer raised
his hand and beckoned them to advanee,
Each man, clasping the bhand of some weak
comrade, moved forwurd, and silence fell
over all, as if conscions that they were tread-
ing hallowed ground,

As 1 re-entered our car Lo recover some
trifle, I observed a young soldier lying on
the floor, where his comrades, in thelr wild
excitement, had forgotten him, Al first I
thought he was dead, bat his eyes looked
beseechingly into mine as I came to his side,
He was » boy, apparently not more than 16,
He was in rags, barelooted, and a mere skele-
ton. Iu answer to my question his thin
lips moved, but his tongue could give no
utterance, 1 rewembered now that he
had been put in our car nt Raleigh, and
waus gaid to be an Andersonville prisoner
and a New York soldier; but no one knew
his name; his prison sequaintances, if he
bad any,

WERE PROBABLY ALL DEAD.,

I bent over him and told him we were ex-
changed, that our flag and troops were in
sight, that we were going home, and he
must go with me. I would ecarry him to
Wilmiogton. The feeble smile that lit his
face und the light of reason that came into
his great blue eyes told me touchiogly that
I was understood and thanked,

Accustomed a8 I was to witnessing death
in all its most drended shapes, on battlefield
and in prison, e thought of seeing this boy
die now, pierced me to the heart, as my very
soul seemed to hear the appeal of hLis far
away mother ; aud I resolved that at least
he should not die a prisoner.,

I picked the boy up tenderly—his weight
was not more than a child’s—and a sentinel
helped me reach the ground with him,

Meantime the prisoners began to pass
through the lane between the Union and
Confederate troops, und as I bore the poor

boy through this gate to liberty the eyes of

the Union soldiers giislened with tears, for
all could see he was noar the end.,

As the prisoners pat od the point of re-
lease in the meadow, ey broke fnto o run,
those who could ram, o dstresmed inscresms
ing hundreds to (k=% soody, on eunlering
which a colored regiment was drawn up to
salute them. They were the first eolored
troops [ had ever seen, snd us the prisoners
tottered by themn in their rags, tears were on
their dusky chieeks,

Friendly hands bad reared an arch over
the road, and in leavis and evergrecns we
read the words, " Welcome, Brothers,”

The released privoners soon increased to
thousands, and us they tossed away their
rags and threw their wrecked hats into the
air, the forest rang with their screams of
wild joy. The band was playing the Na-
tional airs, and the stropgest men and the
bruvest, who had never faltered at the can-
non's month, now gave way and

BOWED TN NATURE'S MAJESTY.

They embraced the trees and kissed the
ground, and falling upon their knees the
sufferers raised their skeleton arms above
them, and with eyes streaming with tears
sent up an impassioned thanksgiving to God,
as did the delivered tribes of larael.

Bome good genii that day seemed to have
hung Aladdin’s lamp over our rags; we had
only to touch it und the earth blossomed with
blessings, and Heaveuly mercy seemed de-
scending ou the freed captives as the gentle
dew on Zion.

Above them the flag of their country
waved welcome to the wandercrs; o flood of
thoughts eawe thick aud fast upon them,
and their hearts were leaping wildly in their
breasts. Already sweet visions r1ose before
them ; already their homes were in sight,
The aweet melody of their children'’s voices,
and holy sounds of pence and home fell on
their ears, and wives, mothers, and loved
ones were wailing at the gate.

"Tis swoct to hear tho hopest watchi-dog's harlk,
Bay decp-moutbed weloomeo s wo dmw near
homuo;
"Tin sweet 1o know pn eye will mark our coming,
And louk brighter whon we cowe,

In pathos that seene beggars descripiion,
and can live only in the memory of its wit-
nesses, I carried my poor burden to the
margin of the woods, and laid him tenderly
down under a tall pine, from whose top the
Union flag was flonting full to the breeze,
and where the nnkngwn boy might see it
wave its benediction over its dying defender,

A few comrades joined the sad little group
and knelt. 'We were not long delayed. I
held bis little thin band, aud a prayer was
said, and thas on Jiberty's bright edge, with
hiz failing eye resting on his country’s flag,
somebody’s darling lay! The angel of death
touched his cruel fetters noiselessly and
tenderly; they fell, md his immortal spirit
mounted to its eteraal freedom!

As Ilooked into the tear-dimmed eyes of
brave men that day, the words of the sweet
old song came to oy memory with their
trath and power as never heofore:

Gio watch the foremost rank in dangers dark

cureer;
Be sure the hand most daring there has wiped
wway u tear,

We followed the road like a disorganized
mob; no one seemsd to be in charge, but
soldiers in the camps that we were con-
stantly passing pointed us in the direction
of Wilmington, and soon it eame in sight,

There was a group of prisoners who in
the different prisons bad been my most iuti-
mate companions, and several of them lLad
shared with e in the

PERILS AND PRIVATIONS OF FIVE ESCAPES.
Those whom I shull here name had but a

:

week befors escaped with me by running
the dead-line at night from the prison camp
at Charlotte, under the fire of the sentinels,
None of our party were hit, but a bullet
through my blouse-collar showed a close
escape. One poor fellow on the same night,
in "making the attempt to escape, was shot
and killed. Ifis bride hearing of the pros-
pective exchange, was awaiting him at
Wilmington, and a Chaplain, braver than the
rest of us, broke the news to her, while the
rest pitied and avoided her,

My immediate companions were Licuts,
Wni. Bierbower, 87th Pa,; Engene Weeks,
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“AND Tuus oy Liserty's BRiaur Epae.”
67th Pa; Capts, Harry G. Dodge, 24 Pa
Cav,; George L. Schell, 85th Pa., and Wm.
H. Nash, 1st U. 8. Sharpshooters,

This group formed a sohject for which a
paluter might have sought in vain withia the
rmuge of civilization, Wae had all retained the
stafls gsed to help us throungh the swamps in
our late escape, and our sppearancs colleot-
ively suggested the witches in Macbeth, Who-
ever hns seen Charlotte Cushman in the ehar-
acter of * Meg Merilles,” wounld have seen ber
picturesquo costume outdons in that of Bier-
bower, Weoka's chiof covering consisted of
ballf a blanket, which he boasted had gone
throngh the Mexican war, The number and
size of its holes invited from Dodge the ob-
servation that the robellion had gone through
the blanket. Dodge wore on his head the rim
of a Confedernte bhat, und his long, light hair
floated in & fantastic plume through the crown ;
his pantaloons resembled, in their waried
patehes, the rain of a crazy-quilt. Ile had on
one foot n broken shoe of immonse size, while
the opposite leg was hidden from view in the
top of a tall cavalry boot, but as there wns no
fool whatever to it, we ull suspeeted that he
retained it simply a8 o fond memorial of Lis
cavalry service.

Schell had no hat at all, his head being
wrapped in an ancient bandannn. His shoes
he had mude Limself out of the sleaves of his
cont, nud having no ahict, his arms were en-
tively bare. Tho dismul remusinder of the coat
was socured at the throat with  piece of rope,
which gave one the impression that he had just
esciaped a lynching as n witch,

Nush, who was the tall man of the party, had
months before, in some nnknown way, cowe in
possossion of a pair of tight riding pants, sey.
orul sizes too small for him, the bottoms barely
touching his knees. He had on his feot an old
]mir of earpet slippors, and as he had no stock-

ngs or underwear, and had & hood made from
a plece of an army blanket on his head, and
the part of a gray jacket clinging to his shoul-
ders, he would have casily protocted a farm from
dovaatation by orows. As for mysell I was

A POEM IN RAGH.

I had the mere remnant of the Summer blouse
and pantaloons I had worn when captured at
Gottysburg 20 months before, The sleoves of
tho blouse I had long siuce sacrificed to make
stockings, and now my feet were covared only
with the sleeves of my old red flannel shirt.
Htrings and wooden skowers kept my tattered
raiment clinging to my frail form, for I had unot
one button in my entire wardrobe, I wore on
my hoad the rim of a chip hat, and what was
left of my old flaunel skirt which I clung to
desperately., It had vow no sleeves, and from
my frequent and unskillful washing it had
sbrunk to snch & degroe that persons at a short
distance might easily have mistaken it for a
coral necklace. Since it was of no visible use

&
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except for my sore throat, [ was openly acensed
by my friends ol wearing it for mero style,

If my mother had met be then I had no ap-
parent moans of convincing her that I was her
san, excent possibly by my vaceination marks,
Thus our group entered Wilmington on the
first day of March, 1565,

Severn! thousands of the released prisoners
had precedoed us. As weo walked on, without any
fixed destination, in the middle of the street,
soldiers and eitizens pazel on the tattesed
multitude from the gidewalks and wnuqu';.
None of us presumed to waik on the sidewalk
among clean aud civilized people; wa kept in
the middle of the street and trudged aimlessly,
homelessly and happily on.

Suddenly from n group of soldiers and eitizens
on the sidewnlk I heard my name ecalled, and
looking up saw a citizen approsching me with
oxtended hand, Instantly to my joy I recog-
nizod Me, Wm. Cutter, forraerly the Satler of
my regiment. Iow he knsw me he conid
hardly explain himself, aa he surveyed me in
my torn costuma and dismal plight.

In a few words ha gladdened me with the
information that he was now the proprietor of
alarge store, where he said [ could get anything
“from & noeildlo to an anchor,” and pay for it
when Uncle Sam paid me, that solid old rela-
tive being then in my debt for nearly two
years' pay as a Licatenant., He iusisted that
I should go with him forthwith and be

BCRUBRED, CLOTHED AND FEDy

and restored to some sembiance of a Christian.
I gratefully aceepted his kiod offer only on
comdition that my destitnte companions might
share in my fortune. To this he cheerfuily
assentod, and after presenting them severally
we follawed our friend toward his store, keep-
ing at & respectinl di®*ance that kept him
laughing the entire way.

We cutered the store, a substantial three-
story brick building filled with soldiers making
all kinds of purchueses, aud saw at once that
the extent aud vartety of its commodities foily
justified Lis deseription. We pusbed our way
to the back of the store, where a clerk procecded
to tuke onr messures for neat, blue fatizue suits,
shoes, hat and all. This done we were led up
stairs to Mr. Cutter's private spartments and
given “something to warm va”

After 8 merry chat a stont aad smiling
colored servant entered. and, bowing, eleetrified
us with the announcement: *Gemen, yo' bafls
is ready!” A bath! Clean elothes! Our
dinner ordered! The steamer at the dock to
take us to Anvapolis noxt morning, where two
years' pay and a 30 days’ furlongh awaited us.
It was too much for poor
crowded upon them in one day. We melted
uuder it and eried sgain, bit our fingzers, stuck
ourselves with pins to be sure this was not an-
other of those visions of sleep that lind so often
been moulded from our lougings sud illum-
ined those feariul prisous only to fude in
despair,

We followed our dusky guide to the upper
loft, which was vnoccupied suve by some mis-
cellaneous stornge. There was & large tab for
each of us two-thirds full of water in a tepid
state, and beside each was a chair on which was
lnid a plle of good rough towels and a generous
chunk of castile soap! 1 swelt the soap,
fondled it aud had a powerful impulss on me
to eat it.

Severnl more servants entersd and laid our
pew clothes out on the tloor. The outfits were
complete, including underciothing, neat shoes,
stockings, handkerchiels, etc—even tooth-
brushes were not forgotten, Qur names were
pianod to our property,

There was au abuudanes of good runping
water in the room, and we were told “not to
bo afraid of welting the tloor.,” The colored
man swept our pyrawid of rags out of the buck
window and they were promptly set fies to.
He theo lefl us with the zsseran.e that we
would uob be disturbed. We bolted the dour,
gavo threo chcors and * went in”

Bat, as the povelist wouid say,

“LET US DRAW A VAIL OVER THIS SCENE."

If the reader thinks this is giviog undue
prominegnce to 80 ordinary a thing as a bath,
let him put himself in our place aud bear in
mind that such a bath was to us no ordinary
thing, but a blessing rich and rare, and to ig-
nore it in this parrstive wonld be base ingrati-
tude,

When, in half an hour, arrayed in our new
snits we came down to Mr. Cutter's room, where
he awnited us with “something to take the
chill off,” he pointed us out with pride to gev-
eral Union Generals who had called in " to see s
wan” &

Here the fragrance of preparing dinner
reached our senses aud made us quickly lose
interest in the conversation, Buot our kind
host was not quile done with us, und curdinner
would be ready in three-quarters of an honr.
He led us dowu the street a coupls of squares
and iuto s neat burbershop, where in a few
minutes each of us were given a chair. Our
long locks wera neatly cropped ; we were sham.
pooed, polished witk stiff brushes and combed
until our scalps fairly glowed, and in a few
minutes more we atepped into the street look-
ing like nabobs and fragrant with cologue.

We sturted back towards Mr. Cutter's, pass-
ing on the way several groups of our lute fel-
low-prisoners, who, being still in rags, made
way for us snd gazed after us iu a puzzled way
and with & vague impression that they had
scen us before, It seemed to us thut these men
had never looked so utterly poverty-stricken
as now. We returned the salutations of thaose
who recognized us with proper courtesy, but
as wo bad an engagemont we did not CUCoUTrngo
extended conversation,

We had gone but a little distance when I
recognized Lient. John Davidson, of the 6th
N. Y. . A, who hud been with me in every
prison, and he was now aecompanicd by an
emaciated and blackened specter in tatters.

Leading him forward, Davidson said: * Do
you know this comrade? "

As I looked at the poor wreck, a strange in-
stinet, rather than any external sign, told me,
in spite of dirt and rags, thut 1 knew that face
and form ; but before my study was comploted
the veice that pronvunced by name revealed to
me

MY BEOTHER PATRICK.

He had, unknown to me, heéen wounded and
captured the year before, and had sufferod at
Daoville, Salisbury aud Florence while 1 was
in other prisons. He was my eldest brother,
and was a private in the 5th Mich., This was
my first meoting with him sineo an hour before
the batile oponed at Gettysburg, where he had
bade me good-by, his nnvarying custom en'the
evoof a battle. Hewas indeed a sal wreek, 1
could not, however, induce blm to returns with
ma to Mr, Cutter’s store, to be provided for like
mysclf, proferriug, he said, to wait until he
reached Anpunapolis, for which pluce he wus to
leave by steamer that evening., 1 got him to
secopt soma money aud refroshments, however,
and promising to mect me at home soon, he
went off radicotly enongh, enjoying a good
cigar, which could evar maKke bim happy.

Poor fellow! The ernel marks of his cap-
tivity and sovere wounds wore afterward car-
ried to bis grave.

As each of us stood there on the happy day
of our deliverance, we littlo dreamt that onr
dear young brother Thomas had died at An-
dersouville six months before. Porhaps it was
a merciful ignorance that spared us that oue
day of bappiness in our soldier lives,

Our tronstormed party now returned to Mr,
Cutter's store and were taken wpstairs to his
private dining-room and seated aronud a large
circular table. A door opeued, und the aroma
that assailed our senses was positively ever-

wering. Heaven ounly knows how welcome
it was to wen who bad known the paugs of
coaseless hungeor for g0 many dreadiul months
We were surveying the white table-cloth, the
napking, the bright knives, shining glasses and
dishes, and several general officers had asked as
a special favor to be allowed 1o remain iu the
room and see us eat that dinuner. It was soon
borne in by waiters and laid smoking hot be-
fore us,

A GLORIOUS RANQUET.

How can 1 hepe to describo that banquet!

I will not desecrats the delightfu! memory of it

tramps to bave i last visit to New York!

A GREAT RESOLVE

A Story of Love and Superstition,
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IN THE SPECTRAL FOREST.

Abigail Begins Her Duties as a

Servant.

DETECTIVE WORK BEGINS

Andrew Morton Appears again
Upon the Scenae,
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BY OLIVE LOGAN.

CrAarTER X.

N less than 20 mige
utes they had left the
last board and briek
of Thebes’ modest
architectnre behind
them. By diot of
constant traveling
over the same path
the Rosinantes which
drew our Donna
Quixota in search of
adventores had bee
come 80 familiar with
their doty, that withe
out direction from the driver they ine
stantly made their way toward Spinney's
Wood,

With what mingled feelings of pain and
excitement did Abigail view their entrance
into the forest, whose deep shadows had nos
fallen on her since she returned from hep
Never had she
known such happiness as at that time! She
was betrothed to a man whom she loved
with an ardor indeseribable in words, ngd-
paintable by deseription. Willard Chapmag
was the first, the only man who had ever
courted her. Her lack of beanty had no$
sttracted lovers; the frigidity of her manner
had even repelled them. But masie is &
goddess of miracnlous power. The wand of
this sweet divinity had made captive both
their heacts,

With joy Abigail had locked forward to
informing ber father of the pew cendition
of affairs. She was not prepared for the
irresponsive attitode with which he greeted
her advances; nor for the outburst of anger,
followed by a hard proposal, which had
formed the enlmination to Willard's last
visit at the bouse,

Respecting Clara’s disappesranee, in com-
pany with Chapman, Abigail was distracted
Letween two surmises. At one moment she
was of opinion that it was a mere child-
ish freak; at the next, she deemed it »
hideous sin, in which her own kappines for
life was engnlfed. >

Yet mere self-love weighed down the
balance in favor of the former hypothesis
Clara might possibly bave heard that her
uncle, the circus man, was at Stockton, and
had been seized by one of her irrepressible
desires to go visit him. She bad no money,
and bad begged Willard to pay her way as
far as Stockton. He bad agreed te doso:
and meanwhile had deemed it best, to quies
gossip, to tell the people at the American
Hotel that
THE PRETTY LITTLE GIBL WAS HIS SISTER.
The more she thought of it the more she
was convineed that this was the true sola-
tion of the problem. Still—why bhad noé
Willard writiea to tell her of all this? Had

ABIGAIL Finps THE HANDRERCHIEY.

the chief actor in the little comedy Loen
herself, how gquickly she would bave com=
municated the whole affnir to him! Muoss
she contess, however unwilling to do so, that
there wus a dillerence of degree of intensity
iv their loves? Had the moment arvived
whep, from the depth of her own experience,
she must acknowledge the truth of Byron's
well-kuown lines:
Man's love = of his life a thing apart,

"is wonan's whole existence,

Sadly refleeting on the extreme proba-
bility of her lover's unfiithfalness to his
rigidly-plighted vows, she leaned back in her
seat and covered her fuce with her hands
Then she thought of her father! Her poor
father—what would he think when he cama
down to breakfast in the morning aod found
her gone? Why should he perforce suflfer
becanse, primarily, of the insubordination of
the bond-girl whom he almost despised?
Buat that is ever the consequence of sin. Iis
wideniag circles spread unceasiogly, and as
with a whirlpool's eddies engulf the nnsus-
pecting and the guiltless in their rippling
snares,

The "bus was evowded. Several of the pase
gengers were known to Abigail, and save for her
disguise they must have recoguized her. Shae
averted her facs from them, but such & pre-

caution was necdiess. The apparel in which '
she had enducd bherself was a complete masic '
to her identity. Oue of the gestlemen was a
Theban, accompaniced by his wife and daughtap
—people whom sie met commoniy every day
or s0. She trembled, fearing they mast dis-
cover whow shie was. But they did nos. Their
pereeption wus blusted by that complete in-
attention with which rich people regasd the

{(Continued on 2d page.)

preswuably poor, with wheom ey may be




